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SPECIAL 
OFFER 


LIFE 


NEW YEAR and a new lease of LIFE are two ot 
the happiest events on any calendar. When the 
two events occur together, there’s a double dose of joy 


in store for everybody. 


LIFE is making it easier—and cheaper—for you to get a 
twofold kick out of the current season by putting out 
this most attractive of subscription offers: six months, 
twenty-six issues of LIFE, for two dollars. 


In addition to the actual saving in- 
volved, there are many reasons why 
you will want Lire to come to you 
regularly during the first half of 1926. 
Our Special Number experts are work- 
ing (as only experts can work) on as 
fine an assortment of special issues as 
any magazine ever produced. 


Scheduled for early delivery on Jan- 
uary 7 is the Automobile Number, 
our annual tribute to the tin horse of 
the great American highway. 


This will be followed by the Working 
Girls’, Tropical, Radio, St. Pat- 
rick’s, Easter, Travel and Com- 
mencement Numbers — not 


598 Madison Ave., 
New York, N Y: 


Please _ send me 
LIFE for Six Months, 
for which I enclose Two 


Dollars 
Foreign, $2.80). 


397 


(Canadian, 


$2.40 : 





y the Year, $5.00 


uate, $5.80; Foreign, $6.60) 


to mention certain as yet unadvertis- 
able special numbers and features 
concerning which you will be informed 
in due time. 


Lire, in short, is starting the New 
Year with the proverbial Bang. We 
do not hesitate, therefore, to urge you 
to take advantage of the unusual op- 
portunity afforded in the coupon on 
the left. Your name and address, plus 
a lucky two-dollar bill (or check), will 
make you a happy recipient of Lire 
from January to July. And that 
means twenty-six weeks of the best 
that Lire has to offer. You'll not 
regret it. 


Follow the dotted line to its 
logical conclusion and— 
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& MBARRASSING ~MomeENtTs 


When you run out of gas three miles from 
a filling station . . be nonchalant . . light a 
DEITIES CIGARETTE 
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Lament 
DO not like new things; new pipes, new shoes 
And new home brews; 

New furniture, new Camembert, new blues, 

New hats and new shampoos. 


I do not like new houses and new doors 
That will not open, and new varnished floors 
Smelling of turpentine; 


I do not like new faces 
And new bores, 

New places 

And new wine. 


| do not like new loves to bruise my heart 
(Already not undented by the old), 

And 1 confess new novels and new art 
And new songs leave me cold. 

I do not care 

For new bond-salesmen, and I cannot bear 
To hear new stories told. 


[ do not like new laws, new wars, new news 
Of new disasters, and, if I might choose, 
I should not like 
A new coal strike; 
And I despise new bandits and new clues 
In murder mysteries. I close my ears 
» new psychologies and new careers 
\nd new religions tire me to tears. 


Lut most of all, I find I do not like 
New years. 
Roger Burlingame. 


The Perfect Flop 


HE applicant for a job looked all right to 

the Large Executive. His had the 
requisite “listening look,” so necessary to men 
He was neat and clean. 

“You have letters of introduction?” 
the L. E., in his largest official voice. 

“Yes, sir. Here they are, three of them.” 

“And what do they say?” 

“I beg pardon, sir?” 

“I said, ‘What do they say?’” 

“Why, naturally I haven't read them, sir. 
They are addressed to you.” 

“Haven't read a letter of introduction?” The 
L. E. snorted, handing them back. “Well, ii 
you’re not that curious, you’re not human, and 
we've got no use for you in this concern. Good 
day!” 


face 


f vision. 
boomed 


Stanley Jones. 


Test 
IRST HUMORIST: 
jokes to your wife? 
Seconp Ditto: Certainly; if she doesn’t 
laugh I know they’re good. 


So you tell your 


Man-About-Town: 


t.F7"°¢ 


The New Year Resolutions of a Captain of 
Industry 


O give my wife an allowance and compel her to live 

within not more than three times the amount. 

To see that my daughter gets in every night by three 
o'clock. 

To limit my son to two saxophones and force him to wear 
garters. 

To find out if there is really anything in this talk about 
money in Florida. 

To trap out the local broadcasting stations. 

To work in a winter vacation somehow. 

To increase the 
pressure. 


volume of business and reduce blood 


McCready Huston. 
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WE WANT TO RESERVE A COUPLE OF STOOLS FOR 
NEW YEAR'S EVE. 
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“100K, MOTHER! 


a) 


DOLLY WON’T TALK OR CLOSE HER EYES ANY MORE—DON’T YOU 


THINK WE'D BETTER GET HER PSYCHOANALYZED?” 


The Spirit of the Season 


HE BOARD OF DIRECTORS of 

the Tidvale General Products Com- 
pany had been called together in ex- 
traordinary session. President, Chair- 
man and General Manager Tidvale, his 
round, red face beaming with Pick- 
wickian benevolence, assumed control. 

“My friends,” he said, and his voice 
shook with an unwonted emo- 
tion, “I have called you to- 
night to suggest that we for- 
mulate a plan whereby we may 
do a little, just a little, some- 
thing toward making the lives 
of our loyal and beloved—yes, 
I will say beloved—employees 
brighter and happier throughout 
this, the glad New Year.” 

“Just like Old G. M.,” whis- 
pered First Vice-President 
Meacham, furtively wiping a 
tear from his eye. 

“I have my own little plan in 
mind,” continued President Tid- 
vale, “but before announcing it, 
I should welcome your ideas.” 

A very obscure young director 
cleared his throat timidly. 

“I wonder,” he said mildly, 
“if we couldn’t—ah—afford to 
give each man and woman who 
has been in our employ for—ah 
—a year a—ah—little raise?” 

“I am surprised at you, Mr. 
Oafington,” declared President 
Tidvale with just a trace of as- 
perity. “I had expected better 
of you. It has, I grant you, 


“YES, SIR, 
PAINTING THEIR KNEES—BOY—Y’ WOULDN’T KNOW THE 
OLD JOINTS NOW.” 





been a good—an excellent year for this 
company with which I have the honor 
to have my name connected. The sur- 
plus is unusually large, but—a raise, 
Mr. Oafington? Don’t you understand 
that man’s most precious possession is 
That 


we cannot place the honest, zealous ef- 


his independence, his initiative? 





MAC! 


ALL THE FRENCH FLAPPERS ARE 





forts upon a sordid monetary basis? 
Come, come, try again, Mr. Oafington,” 

“A great heart, Old G. M.’s,” con- 
fided Mr. Meacham to his neighbor. 

“W-w-well,” stammered the very ob- 
scure young director, more nervous than 
ever, “s-suppose we let the Saturday 


half-holiday schedule run the year 
round instead of only during the sum- 
mer. I’m sure that——” 

“And I am sure, Mr. Oafington,” in- 
terrupted President Tidvale sternly, “I 
am sure, sir, that you are either a 
ninny, sir, Or—or a zany, sir, or—yes, 
or a Bolshevist, sir! You would put a 
premium on idleness, sir! You would 
upset the very fundamentals of indus- 
trialism, sir! But come,” he added, a 
bit more gently, “can no one help us?” 

“A great brain, Old G. M.’s,” said 
Mr. Meacham admiringly, and almost 
loudly enough for the chairman to hear. 
But neither he nor the 
suggest anything. 

“Then,” announced Mr.  Tidvale, 
“with your permission, gentlemen, and 
with your very kind acquiescence, Mr. 
Oafington, I shall proceed to put in 
practice my own little idea....” 

And the next day the employees of 
the Tidvale General Products Com- 
pany were more than delighted, you 
may be sure, to find suspended 
in the middle of the office a 
great, gaily decorated sign read- 
ing : 

“A Very, Very Happy New 
YeaR TO EacH AND EVeERY 


OnE.” Tip Bliss. 


others could 


Playing Safe 
ILLIS: This is a fine flat 
you have here. What a 
nice-looking phonograph ! 

Guts: That isn’t a phono- 
graph. That’s our heater. 

Wiis: How stupid of me! 
And what an attractive 
you have! 

Gitis: That isn’t a stand 
That’s our combination bed and 
dining-room table. 

Wiis: Of course. And— 
er—is this pretty creature here 
the baby or the dog? 


stand 


A Statesman 
STATESMAN’S one, the 
record indicates, 

Who states and states and states 
and states and states. 




















ENTIRELY MY FAULT. 
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Chorus of Taxi Drivers: 














OHN D. ROCKEFELLER recently 
threw a shower of dimes to some 

caddies at Ormond Beach. This is said 
to be the first real money that has 
changed hands in Florida this season. 

JL 
A toy specialist reports that the chil- 
dren of to-day are interested only in 
bobbed-hair dolls. And a_ precocious 
child of our acquaintance was overheard 
to remark, “So’s your old man.” 

A. 
English railroads are advancing their 
commutation rates and, next to us, the 
one man on earth least interested in 
this bit of news is the PRINCE OF 
WALES. 

ie 
The new sneezing gas adopted by the 
U. S. Army is called diphenylamine- 
chlororasine. 
We can just hear the top sergeant teach- 
ing his men how to defend themselves 
against that. 


Seventy-five members of the Yale 
School of Dramatic Arts attended a 
performance of “Abie’s Irish Rose” 
during the holidays. Well, we suppose 
even students of the drama have to 
break training once in a while. 

- 3 


, The Maine hunting season cost a total 


of fourteen lives, proving, as if it were 
necessary to prove it, that being a 
hunter in Maine is far safer than being 
a pedestrian anywhere else. 

= § 
The MitcHELL court-martial case has 
come to an end with both sides, as 
usual, claiming a moral victory and the 
public, also as usual, thinking about 
something else. 

: 3 
And, speaking of trials, our readers 
will be interested to hear that a decree 
has been filed in the Supreme Court of 
Tennessee allowing an appeal by coun- 
sel for Joun THomas Scores. 


“AND DON’T FORGET—THERE’S NO SUCH THING AS MILITARISM-IN AMERICA!” 





Among the things against which war 
has been declared by the Methodist 
Board of Temperance, Prohibition and 
Public Morals for 1926 are prizefight- 
ing, betting on the races, and all kinds 
of books and plays that it doesn't like, 
With such a program it is considered 
unlikely that the Methodist Board will 
have much time to go in for religion 
this season. 

JL 
The year of grace, 1926, and National 
Laugh Month will be inaugurated this 
week. 
Happy New Year! Ha, ha, ha! 


Motoring Musings 
sis better slow up. There's the traffic 
cop that I got that awful bawlin; 
out from last Sunday. Believe me, I’ 
going to get his job if it’s the last thin; 
I ever do.” 

“Gee, those Lightning Sixes 
dandy. Wish I had one. Wonder how 
much I could get on this old boat.” 

“Darn women None 
them’s got brains enough to run a car 
Why don’t they stay home?” 

“There’s that knocking again. A fine 
bunch of incompetent bandits they've 
got in that garage.” 

“T'd like to smash all those Fords.” 

“Hey! How much room do you 
want? You ought to call that wreck 
of yours a Sty.” 

“Gosh. I’ve got to make another pay- 
ment on the car next week.” 

“Dang it! I'll bet Myrtle has stripped 
the gears again.” 

“If I ever get pinched for murder 
the deceased will be a taxi chauffeur.” 

“Out of gas again! Oh, well, ii | 
ask for five gallons I'll get three, I sup- 
pose.” 

“Guess I’ll start for home. I don't 
understand how any one can get any 
fun out of driving these days.” 

Robert Hage. 


drivers! 


Prophecy 
MILLION years from next Tues- 
day, an archzologist is going to dig 
up the bones of an animal. He will 


call it a Disouresaphitde. It will be 


a cat. 






































NEW YEAR'S DAY CALLS. 


T was Monday. The Greatest Editor 

the Tabloid Game Ever Knew was 
in despair. 

“Look at this!” he stormed to his 
assistant. “Here we've got the com- 
plete text of a letter from Scion of 
Proud Family that’s the vilest thing I 
ever read. And young Caton brought 
in a peach on Showgirl Dares Death 
to Save Honor. And O’Sullivan’s got 
a dandy interview with Tiger Bride 
Who Slew Lover. And all kinds of 
red-hot stuff on Slugger’s Wife Quits 
in Row, Probe Bares Death Pact, 
Hammer Fiend Raids Love Nest, 
Women Mourn Grave Ghoul, and 
Missing Mite Was Maniac Sobs 
Mother. And all our regular depart- 


YOUNG BLOODS OF THE NINETIES GOING 


THE GAY NINETIES 


STABLE RIG HIRED FOR THE OCCASION, 


Twin Tabloid Tales 


ments—My Favorite Murderess, Most 
Embarrassing Walk Home, Tiny Tots’ 
Chant Royal Kontest and scads of 
others....And now the advertising de- 
partment wants a half-column because 
it’s the Annual Merchants’ Issue! 

“How the devil do they expect me to 
get all this Big News into the paper?” 
mourned the Great Editor. 

* * * 

It was Tuesday. The Greatest Ed- 
itor the Tabloid Game Ever Knew was 
in despair. 

“Look at this!” he stormed to his 
assistant. “Nothing but junk. France, 
Germany, England, Japan and_ the 
United States have agreed never to go 
to war again. We've elected a Presi- 


THE ROUNDS OF THE PUNCH-BOWLS IN A LIVERY 


dent or something. Two British Dread- 
naughts have gone down with all 
aboard, and the Hawaiian Islands were 
wrecked by an earthquake. The Sec- 
retary of War fought a duel with the 
Secretary of the Navy, but there 
wasn’t any woman in the case. And 
there’s a big liner afire in mid-ocean 
with the Prince of Wales on the pas- 
senger list. And that’s all. 

“How the devil do they expect me to 
fill the paper when nothing ever /hap- 
pens?” mourned the Great Editor. 

a 


N Texas, the Fords are carrying 
spare-tire signs inscribed with the 
words: “Pardon me—‘Ma’ did!” 
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ADVANTAGE OF A BUSINESS 


Popularizing the Sermon 








TRAINING 


(In Which an Advanced Preacher Borrows a Leaf from the Football Announcers) 


ELL, friends, it’s a pretty fine day 

here, sun streaming through the 
windows and everything; certainly wish 
you could all be with us. Crowd isn’t 
as big as it has been some Sundays, but, 
still and all—now, wait a minute, Sin 
and Righteousness are just lining up 
for the big game; just sit tight and 
we'll do our best to give it to you play 
by play. 

This is Station YEAH, New York, 
broadcasting the big game between Sin 
and Righteousness, being played 
in the Central Church Stadium. 

Well, friends, looks like Sin 
won the toss—yep, Sin won the 
toss and is taking the shady 
side of the field. Trust the Sin 
boys for the shady stuff, eh?— 
ha, ha! Well, folks, now 
they’re kicking off—Righteous- 
ness _ kicking off.... WOW! 
There she goes! Look at her 
go! Right down the middle of 
the field—Number—Number— 
Number 7—yes, the Seventh 
Cardinal Sin got it on his five- 
yard line and was downed in 
his tracks. Great work for 
Righteousness! Hear that 
cheering?...Nope, downed 
again, right in the same place. 
That was a try through center, 


but Righteousness smothered Sin in its 
tracks. 

Now the whole Sin bunch is together 
whispering. Looks like they’re going 
to try something tricky, folks. Think 
I warned you about that, friends; Sin’s 
a slippery outfit, you never know what 
they’re going to do next. He’s off! 
Five—ten—fifteen—twenty-two yards 
Sin made on a concealed pass around 
end. You got to watch Sin, friends, 
you got to watch it all the time; just 


— 
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IF BACCHUS WERE HERE 


Spotter: SAY, YOU MAY BE A GREEK GOD, AND ALL THAT, 
BUT YOU GOTTA PUT THAT WINE UNDER THE TABLE AND 


STOP GETTIN’ FUNNY, D’YE HEAR? 


y 
F et ns 


when you think you got it nailed, that’s 
just when—what’s this? There’s a 
Righteousness man out. That's the 
way it is, folks, in this game; many 
fall by the wayside, but I guess there'll 
be glory enough for those that last the 
gaff, eh? 

Well, friends, that’s the end of the 
half, and in a minute I’m going to tune 
you into some singing. Righteousness 
is starting up “Old Hundred” and the 
Sin band is marching out on the field 

playing “How Dry I Am.” 
One minute 
This is Station YEAH, New 
York, broadcasting.... 
Tip Bliss. 


Time to Retire 
TURNED the _ night-time 


into daytime when I was in 
New York.” 
Vy “Didn't you miss your sleep?” 
7 “No—that was the only way 
to get it. The steam pipes in 
my room at the hotel were quiet 
only during the daytime.” 


CAPE is a point of land 
extending out toward the 
rum fleet. 





Reading in the publick 
December prints "hon young Mr. 
7th Rhinelander, having thor- 
oughly outraged the community for 
more than a month, is now to assume 
a false identity and betake himself to 
another part of the world, and it did set 
me a-thinking of the interesting possi- 
bilities in such a proceeding, if uncom- 
pulsory, and of what might befall me 
should I dye my hair and go to live on 
the Riviera under an assumed name, so 
I did ask my husband, and he let out 
such guffaws at the mere idea of my 
attempting to disappear that he was in 
great good humour when he left for his 
office. Feeling too languorous to rise 
betimes, I did fall upon some of the 
new books which have come in, noting 
that I do never embark upon a novel 
now without misgivings as to how far 
{ can go before I strike the word 
“Sarajevo.” I have been told that my 
own generation will be paying for the 
war all the days of its life, so it does 
indeed seem a pity that we must be 
iorced to read about it in our fiction... . 
Weary am I, also, of writers whose 
sex is so entirely mental that they can 
speak of nought else, and who, starting 
out to be wicked, succeed only in being 
dull.... Marge Boothby on the telephone 
stating with excitement that she had 
found a new fortune teller, I did rouse 
myself and make off with her to the 
seeress, who did tell me that at the age 
of forty I shall engage in some project 
which will result in great financial 
profit, and also that in the near future 
a dark woman will machinate to cause 
me much unhappiness, but my _ tem- 
perament is such, thank God, that I 
came away confident of all the bright 
prophecies and incredulous of the bad. 
Walking through the town in search of 
a suitable place to lunch, I did marvel 
at the large number of tea shops which 
dot our cross streets, but Marge tells 
me that many elderly women would 
rather run them than go to Old Ladies’ 
Homes. 


Por Marge Boothby having 
stopped with us 

8th night, we all did for- 
gather in my room for breakfast, and 
when Sam saw the great boned lamb 
chop which had been broiled for Marge, 
she being on a diet again, he must needs 
order one for himself, and he would 


over 


Lie * 


have eaten all of her pineapple, too, 
had I not caught him at it in time. 
Why is it, I do wonder, that the food 
which is borne to strangers in restau- 
rants always looks so much better than 
what one has ordered for oneself? 
Merry chatter of this and that, in 
especial of the danger of saying to a 
pleasant new acquaintance, “Come in 
any time,” forasmuch as the first ac- 
ceptance is likely to catch one with one’s 
head in the shampoo bowl. Marge tell- 


to me like an adopted child. Then we 
off with Sam to the lower part of the 
town, Marge being restless about the 
Riviera, as she always is at this sea- 
son, and anxious to look over this and 
that boat. 
down to the sea in ships is to choose a 


My advice to those who go 


vessel which sails at a reasonable hour, 
preferably 1 a.m., and which draws 
up at a dock when it strikes the other 
side, for never do I want to get on and 
off a tender again so long as I live, 





Conductor: 


HOW OLD IS THE LITTLE GIRL? 


The Child: MOTHER, I'D RATHER PAY FARE AND KEEP MY AGE TO MYSELF. 


ing, too, how Harvey Ainsworth has 
bought Emmy for Christmas a jar of 
bath salts costing seventy-five dollars, 
and we all agreed that Sam must be 
ready to defend her for murder before 
noon of the twenty-fifth, And when 
we marveled that a great oaf like 
Bumps Spinney and a namby-pamby 
creature like his wife should have such 
a delightful daughter as their Lily is 
turning out to be, Sam added, She acts 


albeit at times my desire to get to 
Europe is so strong that I should al- 
most be willing to try the entire journey 
in a tub. Baird Leonard. 


Not for Him 


What’s that? You say our en- 


I don’t get 


I] Pn 


agement is broken? 


you. 


Sue: That's it exactly. 
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Perennial Ballade 


H, what is life? And what is man? 
What is the worth of fame and praise? 
(Answer these questions if you can, 
And you'll receive a silver vase.) 
We strive for endless weary days 
To gain a niche; yet once we do, 
Here’s what the ruthless public brays: 
“Ring out the old! ring in the new!” 


Go through the files of papers; scan 
The list of fads: no pastime stays 
For longer than an instant’s span 
In men’s regard. Such are your ways, 
O fickle folk! You liked the maze 
Of crossword puzzles, it is true, 
But something else is now the craze... 
Ring out the old! ring in the new! 











All things must end as they began; 
The buried body soon decays; 

And this brief year, whose pleasures ran 
In common flow with woes, now strays 
Into the earth like some high blaze 

That dies to ashes. What a stew! 
Before you know the past’s a haze: 

Ring out the old! ring in the new! 











L’Exvo1 








Take my advice, it never pays 
To let such trifles bother you 

As this insipid, hackneyed phrase: 
Ring out the old! ring in the new! 


SINCEREST WISHES 


Evolution 
190] —Horace cries because he can’t reach bottle. Pa 


predicts boy will be wealthy. : 
1906—Horace whipped by Pa after he finds bottle and A THIEF recently broke into a house and stole a bed. 
shows it to Ma. Pa predicts boy will be stool pigeon. The police are working on the theory that he was a 
1911—Horace hits playmate with bottle. Pa predicts boy needy Broadway producer about to put on a play. 
will have hard time keeping out of penitentiary. 
1914—Horace collects dollar from Pa after he finds bottle 
and promises not to tell Ma. Pa predicts boy will 
be grafter. 
#917—Horace stays on Pa’s payroll by threatening to tell 
i Ma about bottle he found in 1914. Pa predicts boy 
will be death of him. 


Simonetta. 






























1926—Horace is a Prohibition agent. z 
Pa commits suicide, giving him- a rr 
self perfect score on accurate — - 
predictions. ( ‘@ 

Gerald Cosgrove. —, 












The Sunday Golfer 


“TONES plays golf on Sunday—when Sry 
he should be in church.” s 


“Does he? Well, he might do worse, 
you know.” 

“Say, did you ever see him play 
golf?” 






Mother: WHAT MOVED YOU TO KICK JUNIOR, HAROLD? 
N American’s epitaph: “I’ve brok- Pedantic Harold: 1 THOUGHT THAT, IN THE EVENT HE WAS THINKING OF KICKING 
en the law where I’ve found it.” ME, IT MIGHT BE BETTER TO GET MINE IN FIRST. 














Statistics 
HERE has always been a friendly 
rivalry among the Statistics. They 

are constantly striving to outprove 
one another. Three of them met by 
chance one day in their favorite haunt, 
the office of the Department of Com- 
merce at Washington. Their talk 
swung around to automobiles and the 
best way to get about. 

“I can prove,” said the First Sta- 
tistic, “that it costs less to run an auto- 
mobile than it does to walk or even to 

:p on the back end of a truck.” 

He was working on the staff of a 
rominent motor car manufacturer. 

“You're crazy and I can prove it!” 
retorted the Second Statistic heatedly. 
“I can show you in so many figures 
that riding in a taxicab is not only 
cheaper, it’s quicker and safer.” 

His pay checks came from a Taxi- 
cab Company. 

“Quicker! Safer!” screamed the 
fhird Statistic. “You're ridiculous, 
hoth of you! Riding in a street car is 
safer, cheaper, and infinitely 
more reliable and convenient.” 

This one was employed by a street 


laster, 


car magnate. 
* * * 

A week later the three Statistics met 
again, 

“We were talking the other day 
about the best way to get around,” re- 
marked the First Statistic. He looked 
i little sheepish. “You will be inter- 
ested to know that I have just learned 

and am prepared to prove beyond a 
a doubt—that the taxicab 
iffers the most desirable form of trans- 
ortation.” 


hadow of 


“No! No!” corrected the Second 
Statistic, glancing nervously at the 
others. “The—ah—street car does! 


There is no question about it!” 


SIC NERNEY 
<a y* 


Big Necker: THERE GO THE NEW YEAR CHIMES, PHYLLIS. 
Little Necker: OH, TURN-IT OFF, SWEETIE, WE’LL TUNE IN ON THEM LATER. 


“As a matter of fact,” put in the 
Third Statistic, “it pays to run your 
own car. And I can prove it.” 

For the First Statistic had quit the 
motor car manufacturer to become 
Director of Publicity of the Taxicab 
Company, the Second Statistic had re- 
signed from the Taxicab Company to 
enter the employ of the street car mag- 
nate, and the Third Statistic had left 
the street car magnate to become as- 
sistant to the president. in charge of 
publicity of the motor car factory. 

John C. Emery. 
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And So to Bed 
RS. SIMPSON (at ten p. m.): I 
sent your bullet-proof vest to the 
cleaner’s to-day. 
Simpson: Hell’s bells! And I was 
just planning to run down to the cor- 
ner to get a cigar! 





E understand that, with the finan- 
cial experiences of Red Grange in 
her mind, the leader of 
Vassar daisy chain has already gone 
into strict training. 


next year’s 
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S hee papers 
credit a 
“New York 
business man” 
as writing to 
the League 
of Nations 
please to put 
a stop to 
messages 
from the dead, received either in writ- 
ing or orally, which, he thought, were 
very mischievous and produced a brain 
enslavement that controlled 
courts of “so-called justice.” 





American 


Which is interesting as an example 
of what some people want and where 
they apply to get it, and it is 
amusing. But before the League com- 
plies with this request, one would like to 
learn if possible if the admirable mind 
that guided the editorial page of the 
World through the four years of the 
war would agree with the opinion ex- 
pressed on that page on December 13 
and based considerably on recent ob- 
servations by Mr. Bainbridge Colby, 
that Walter Page was a failure as an 
American Ambassador to England, but 
no worse one than we were entitled to 
expect considering the careless way in 
which appointments are made to our 
diplomatic service. 

This idea that Page was a failure is 
quite novel. People who wanted the 
Allies to win the war will never think 
so. It has come out of the disparage- 
ment of Mr. Wilson that has been a by- 
product of the Page letters. 

The World says that Mr. Wilson and 
Colonel House together chose Mr. 
Page. That is probably true. Picking 
an ambassador to England for the new 
administration was not easy and was 
not a duty that could be delegated with 


also 


Cratr MAXWELL, 
LANGHORNE Gisson, Secretary and Treasurer 


Vice-President 


blind confidence to Mr. Bryan. It 
was desirable to have some one who did 
not eat with his knife, was used to 
civilized people, reasonably able, and 
well and favorably known. The job 
was offered to President Eliot, but 
he declined it. Thought was given 


to Richard Olney and possibly he 
too was invited to go to London. 
He was fairly on in years even 
then. Mr. Charles Francis Adams 
was thought of and discussed; a very 
able and interesting man, who had 


good table manners, was used to people, 
and was the son of a Minister to Eng- 
land who had done his job admirably. 
But Mr. Adams, too, was pretty old. 
So Walter Page went, and saw and 
did what the record shows; sent, no 
doubt, as the World deposes, by the 
President, with the advice and consent 
of Colonel House, and subsequently of 
the Senate; and developed in mind and 
spirit by the extraordinary crisis in 
which he presently found himself a 
potent factor. 


eS 
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URIOUSLY enough Page might 

never have been sent to London if 
it had not been for another American 
diplomat who exceeded his instructions, 
disregarded his government and did 
something on his own hook one or two 
generations before. That diplomat was 
Nicholas Trist, an agent sent by John 














Calhoun, Secretary of State, with 
powers to negotiate a treaty with 
Mexico and close the war. Trist got 


down into the southwestern country 
out of touch with Washington, with 
which he could not communicate, and 


had the alternative put up to him to 
sign a treaty within two or three days 
or go back without doing his errand, 
He took counsel with his own mind 
and signed the treaty of Guadalupe, 
which gave Texas to the United States, 
made it convenient for Colonel House 
to be born there, and afforded him the 
training and influence which doubtless 
helped to send Page to London. Trist 
came home to an administration that 
was disgusted with him. What he had 
done was unpopular. He got no thanks 
from anybody, lost his job and had a 
hard time, but the treaty held, and we 
have had to keep Texas, man-governed 
or woman-governed, Ku-Kluxed or 
however bedeviled, and make the best 
of it. 

So now the World had better make 
the best of Walter Page. The Allies 
won the war. There are those who say 
it was not much of a win, but it might 
We 
have to take our ambassadors as we 
find them, and any one who sets out 
to demonstrate that Page was a bad 
find has a good deal on his hands. 


easily have been worse to lose it. 





ALTER PAGE in his life was a 

great comfort to many people. 
Since his death he has been a vast en- 
tertainment. Perhaps the World can 
think of some one who could have been 
picked in 1912 to go to England who 
would have done more for us than Page, 
but one would like to know who he was. 
Anybody that we had sent to England 
at that time, who was at all fit to go, 
would have had the heartstrings pretty 
well pulled out of him by the war. It 
was not at all a case like that of 
Adams in the Civil War, to which the 
World alludes. If Adams had emo- 
tions, which is doubtful, there 
nothing in his job to stir them, except 
against the British government of that 
day. He made himself splendidly dis- 
liked in England, and did it well. Fi- 
nally he came home very much re- 
spected both there and here. 

Of course Page’s job as ambassador 
in London and Mr. Wilson’s job as 
President were employments of a 
totally different sort. When Mr. Wil- 
son said, as quoted by Mr. Colby, that 
his main duty seemed to be to keep his 
shirt on, that was right, and nothing in 


was 

















the Page letters can affect the sound- 
ness of that position. 





HERE has been an excellent re- 

action from Colonel Harvey’s piece 
in the North American about the bad 
case England is in, and denials, some 
of them quite heated, that Britain is 
anything like as ill off as Colonel 
Harvey has represented. A _ consider- 
able body of forecasters has been pre- 
dicting calamities for the British, and 
Colonel Harvey did no more. But 
what the English may say of them- 
selves does not sound good to them 
when it comes from some one else. 

The best answer to Colonel Harvey 
comes from Garvin, who insists with 
great good nature that things are not 
going so ill as they are said to be; that 
Britain has turned the corner, is work- 
ing with France and Germany, and can 
triumph over all problems by co-oper- 
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ation. “There will yet be,” says Mr. 
Garvin, “a United States of Europe to 
link us equally with the United States 
of America.” 

That idea seems to be going in 
Europe and, of course, it is the great 
idea, that has in it salvation for Europe 
and increased happiness and prosperity 
for all the world. 


BQUSSIA lately fell off the water 

wagon (as all of the headlines 
faithfully pointed out) and vodka and 
all the spirits are again for sale. The 
release was celebrated by general con- 
viviality, not entirely edifying as one 
read of it. The reason given for the 
change was that the home-made drinks 
were worse than the old drinks, and 
that it was impossible either to tax or 
stop them. 

That is interesting. Our experience 
has been that it takes some time after 
prohibition steps in to contrive an effi- 
cient production of substitutes, but that 
presently that is done and people get 
their drinks somewhat as before. Then 
there comes the question whether the 
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new drinks are better or worse than 
the old ones. 








S it in anybody's mind to get the pay 

of the Governor of New York raised 
from $10,000 to $25,000? It should be 
done, irrespective of who is Governor. 
It is a complicated job, because the 
Governor’s pay is fixed in the State 
Constitution now in force, and can only 
be changed following an amendment to 
that constitution. All the more reason 
to get started on it early in the present 
session of the legislature. 

Mitchel showed what a mayor might 
be worth to New York, and Hylan got 
his pay raised. Alfred Smith has shown 
what a Governor is worth to New 
York, and doubtless it will be his suc- 
cessor who will get more pay. Not 
often in politics do salary and services 
combine as they should. 

E. S. Martin. 
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Art Work 


tough break for the Commercial Theatre this week. 

Nothing but Art productions dealt with on this page. 
“The Man Who Never Died” at the Provincetown, “The 
Fountain” at the Greenwich Village, and “Merchants of 
Glory” at the Theatre Guild. Not a sordid aim in the lot of 
them. And not more than seven interesting minutes. 

“The Man Who Never Died,” when it first appears in 
the aperture known as the “stage” of the Provincetown 
Fish House, gives every indication of being just an ordinary 
up-town murder mystery. There is, however, a novel ex- 
cuse offered by a husband for his evenings away from home. 
John Holt explains to his wife that it is the Riff uprising 
that keeps him at the office so late. That, we believe, is a 
new one, and the fact that Mr. Holt is a newspaper editor 
shouldn’t weaken its force for general use. 

Then, just as you are beginning to wonder at a Province- 
town play’s going for three acts without having recourse 
to the supernatural or metaphysics, the defendant in 
the murder trial says very quietly that he can not be tried 
for killing his man because he is not a human being but a 
transcendental spirit with one foot in a super-existence. Im- 
pressed by this defense, the judge gives him twenty years. 

The final scene is twenty years later in the Superman’s 
laboratory, laid out on the best heebie-jeebie principles of 
Provincetown scenic construction. Here a touching scene 
is enacted in which two men whose wives had deceived 
them two decades previously confess to their two children. 
“It is time that you knew,” the spokesman says, “that we 
are not your fathers.” In some future play at this theatre 
there will perhaps be even more unfortunate husbands; so 
they can club together and issue a manifesto to the chil- 
dren beginning: “We, the undersigned, wish to an- 
nounce—” 

Unfortunately for a coherent review of “The Man Who 
Never Died,” we lost track of what it was all about. 





UGENE O'NEILL wrote “The Fountain” several years 
ago in an evident attempt to show that he was not a 
slave to “morbid realism.” It is a romance about Ponce de 
Leon and his Fountain of Youth. Personally, we much prefer 
Mr. O’Neill’s morbid realism. For “The Fountain” bubbles 
along for the most part at a height of four or five inches, 
with only an occasional spurt heavenwards. 
The punch in the first part of the play comes at the refer- 
ence to Columbus as “that crazy fool, who thinks the world 
is round.” Of course, every one in the audience knows that 





Columbus was really not a crazy fool and that the world 
really is round, which results in quite a bit of smug satis- 
faction at the expense of the scoffer. 

Then there is an impressive picture of the group on the 
deck of Columbus’s flagship just as land is sighted, most 
of the thrill of which comes from the setting and direction 
of Robert Edmond Jones. It is Mr. Jones, by the way, 
who furnishes most of the excitement in the play. A re- 
markable feature of this new-found land seemed to have 
been that the sun arose with great magnificence in the West; 
just another of the difficulties which Columbus had to con- 
tend with. 

The scene on the outskirts of Coral Gables, where 
Ponce de Leén is double-crossed by his Indian guide and 
set upon by hand-painted savages just as he had drunk from 
the fourteenth impotent spring in his vain attempt to make 
himself a capable husband for the young Beatriz, takes on 
something of the nature of an old-fashioned Bachelor’s Rev- 
erie, as in the pearly mists of Mr. Jones’s dream-fountain 
a procession of shades file past to tease the dying explorer. 
It is beautiful, but a bit drawn-out, and one looks in vain for 
the Tennis Girl and the Girl I Met in Sunny Spain. 








A this is perhaps an unduly facetious treatment of a se- 

rious attempt by so important a person as Mr. O'Neill, 
but “The Fountain” is terrifically boring at times and one 
might as well kid as wax analytical over it. Walter Huston 
succeeds in dropping his New England accent and doing all 
that he can with so many words, but there is a note of Epis- 
copalian delivery about the whole thing and a repetitious 
striving for poetic romance which makes us hope that no one 
will ever again complain of Mr. O’Neill’s “morbid realism.” 


®SOoD4O6 


N “Merchants of Glory” there is much devastating irony 

and a bitter examination into precincts hitherto considered 
inviolate—the broken heart worn on the sleeve with the 
gold star. The French father who uses his son’s heroic 
death in the war as a slogan for his own political ‘advance- 
ment is a character which goes some miles deeper into the 
psychology of war than Channing Pollock goes in “The 
Enemy,” but even as played by Augustin Duncan, it is doubt- 
ful that it will have the educational value of Mr. Pollock’s 
primer, for “Merchants of Glory” drags, and audiences 
resent dragging. It is too bad, because “Merchants of 
Glory” might well have been something pretty important. 


Robert Benchley. 
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Owing to the time it takes to print Lire, readers should verify from the daily 
newspapers the continuance of the attractions at the theatres mentioned. 


More or Less Serious 


Chivalr . Wallack’s—Violet Heming and 

Edmund Breese. To be reviewed next week. 

Craig’ s Wife. Morosco—Chrystal Herne 

a fine play about a woman with a fetish 
ares and penates. 


The Dybbuk. Neighborhood—To be re- 
wed later. : ? 
Easy Virtue. Empire—Jane Cowl at her 


st in a well-told old story. 

The Enemy. Times Square—Channing 
Pollock’s exposure of War, with Fay Bainter. 
The Fountain. Greenwich Village—Re- 
viewed in this issue. 

The Green Hat. Broadhurst—Hanging- 

len truck, with Katharine Cornell and a 
tter cast than it deserves. 

In a Garden. Plymouth—Laurette Taylor 
1 a play of great delicacy and considerable 
depth. 

he Jazz Singer. Cort—The great Jewish 
heart laid bare by George Jessel. 

A Lady’s Virtue. Bijou—Mary and Flor- 
ence Nash fighting over Robert Warwick. 
The Makropoulos Secret. Charles Hop- 

ns—With Emily Stevens. To be reviewed 
later. 

The Man Who Never Died. Province- 
wn—Reviewed in this issue. 

The Master of the Inn. Little—With 
Robert Lorraine. To be reviewed later. 
Merchants of Glory. Guild—Reviewed in 
this issue, 

The Merchant of Venice. Hampden’s 
Ethel Barrymore and Walter Hampden. 
The Moscow Art Theatre Musical Studio. 
lson’s—This week: “The Daughter of 
Madame Angot.”’ 


Open House. Daly's—With Helen Mac 
Kellar. To be reviewed next week. ’ 
Salvage. Belasco—With McKay Morris 


and Genevieve Tobin. To be reviewed later. 

The Shanghai Gesture. Eltinge—With 
Mrs. Leslie Carter. To be reviewed later. 

Twelve Miles Out. P/layhouse—Rum-run- 
ning and romance on the high seas. 

The Vortex. Henry Muller’s—The low- 
down on high society, bitterly and effectively 
given by Noel Coward. 

Young Woodley. Belmont—Glenn Hunter 
in a beautiful performance in a play of 
young love. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


Abie’s Irish Rose. Republic—One, two, 


three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten. 
Alias the Deacon. Hudson -Benign card- 
sharping. 


Androcles and the Lion. K/aw—One of 


Shaw's most amusin _ 
Arms and the — ‘an. Garrick—One of 
Shaw’s least amusing, but Lynn Fontanne 


nd Alfred Lunt bring it back to life. 

Beware of Widows. Maxine Elliott’s 
Fun on a houseboat, with Madge Kennedy 

the top of her form. 

The Butter-and-Egg Man. Longacre— 
Gregory Kelly as the sap who had some 
noney to throw at Broadway, with con- 
siderable entertainment resulting. 

Cradle Snatchers. Music Box—The rather 
hawdy awakening of spring in three middle 
ged ladies. 

Easy Come, Easy Go. Biltmore—Otto 
oh and Victor Moore in rough-and-tum- 
e arce, 


Fool’s Bells. Criterion—To be reviewed 
later. 
Is Zat So? Central—Tough talk de luxe. 


Laff That Off. Thirty-Ninth St.—Amus- 
ing enough to move from theatre to theatre. 

The Last of Mrs. Cheyney. Fulton— 
Drawing-room crook work, Selle ve leas 
nt to watch by Ina Claire, Pn by 
Roland Young and A, E. Matthews. 

Morals. Comedy—Satiric thrust at re- 
formers which isn’t quite so bold as it once 
was. 

Naughty Cinderella. 


Lyceum—French and 
Bordon. 


One of the Family. Forty-Ninth St.—To 
be _ reviewed later. 

The Patsy. Booth—To be reviewed late 

The Poor Nut. Forty-Eighth St.—Col 
legiate stuff in its most entertaining form. 

These Charming People. Gaiety—Cyril 
Maude and Edna Best good in spite of the 
Arlen small-talk. 

The Wise-Crackers. 
be reviewed next week. 

Young Blood. Ritz—The Younger Gen- 
eration problem again, involving Helen 
Hayes, Norman Trevor and Eric Dressler. 


66 Fifth Ave.—To 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


Artists and Models. Winter Garden 
The Hoffmann Girls and Phil Baker in the 
best of the “‘Artists and Models.”’ 

By the Way. Liberty—To be 
— 

tain Jinks. 
and — Brown in 

Charlot’s Revue. 
of the 
Buchanan 


reviewed 


Martin Beck—Ada-May 
a good evening. 
Selwyn—A_ continuation 
success of the  Lillie-Lawrence- 
combination. 





The Cocoanuts. Lyric—The Marx 
Brothers. To be reviewed next week. 
Dearest Enemy. Knickerbocker—Very nice 
indeed. Helen Ford and Charles Purcell. 
Gay Paree. Siiubert—You'll like Chic 
Sale, anyway. 
Greenwich Village Follies. 
be reviewed later. 
Mayflowers. Forrest—Joseph Santley and 
Ivy Sawyer in a pleasant—and clean—musi- 
cal comedy. 
Merry, Merry. 


Chanin’s—To 


Vanderbilt—Small but fast. 


No, No, Nanette. Globe—Just as tuneful 
as ever. ; 
Oh! Oh! Nurse. Cosmopolitan—To be 


reviewed later. 
Princess Flavia. 

grand scale. 
Rose-Marie. Imperial — All those 

haven't seen this please leave the room. 
The Student Prince. Ambassador—After 


Century—Operetta on a 


who 


a year uptown, this success has come down 
ten blocks. 

Sunny. New Amsterdam—Marilyn Miller 
and a whole theatreful of stars in a big 
evenin 


The Vagabond King. 
King’ made into a 


Casino—“If I Were 
booming comic opera. 
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HIGH PRESSURE MATRIMONY 


“HARRY ! 


YOU LEFT YOUR WIFE FOR ME AND I LEFT MY 


HUSBAND FOR you! DON’T 


YOU DARE TO STRIKE ME!” 
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Inconsiderate Guard: HAPPY NEW YEAR! 


Arithmetic for Florida Children 


A CIVIL WAR veteran living in North Dakota was 

¢ given a forty-acre tract of land in Florida for collect- 

ing the names of six hundred chilblain victims living in his 

county. During the real-estate boom he sold the land for 
$225,000. What was he paid for each name? 

2. If eight hundred pounds of stucco, net, is used to build 
the average residence in Florida, how many houses can be 
built from nine billion pounds, assuming that one-half of 
one per cent. will adhere to the workmen’s overalls? 

3. An experienced sign painter can letter the words 
“MOST EXCLUSIVE RESIDEN- 
TIAL SUBDIVISION” in eighteen 
minutes. How long would this man 
have to work to paint these words on 
the signboards of 48,276 subdivision 
projects if each subdivision required an 
average of fourteen signs? 

4. If the average rate of construc- 
tion in Florida is one house in three 
minutes and twenty seconds, how long 
will it be before 20,000,000 homes are 
constructed, if work goes on day and 
night, Sundays and holidays excluded? 

5. An investor bought a Florida lot 
for $270. If its value increases three 
per cent. each week, how long will it 
be before the lot is worth $1,000,000? 
$2,000,000? $5,000,000? $100,000,000? 

R. H. F. 





“T~*STELLE has recovered from her 
broken heart.” 
“How much?” 


* Bre - 


How to Tell a Husband at a Dance 


BY the bulges in his dinner coat resulting from pocketing 

on command his wife’s powder box, lipstick, handker- 
chief, and slave bracelet. In other words, by that common 
carrier look. 

By the possession of a cigarette case built for two. 

By his constant cutting in on one woman who may or 
may not be the wife. Or by his favoring with dances the 
wives of other men who, he hopes, will return the compli 
ment. 

By his skittish behavior with a girl who he thinks doesn’t 
know he is married. 

By his freedom with others’ flasks. 

By that tired look. 

By his pathetic willingness to lay off the light fantastic 
and play bridge. By his even more pathetic willingness to 
quit the dance floor and revive Mah Jong. 

By his proneness to stagnate in the stag line and talk 
business. 

By his frequent consultations of the watch and mention 
of a hard day at the office to-morrow. 

By his sudden access of pep when departure is per- 
mitted. 

By his inefficiency in hailing a taxi for the trip home. 

And, subsequently, by his reluctance to sign any reflections 
like these by more than initials. F, D. 


Selfish Child 


R. JUGGS: Willie is getting too selfish. To-day h« 
wanted his fountain pen back when I was using it 
myself. 


Mrs. Juccs: Yes, and he objects when I take a few dimes 


from his bank for the milkman. 





E: Did you break your New Year resolutions? 
Otuer HeE:. No, the stuff was broken when it got 
here. 





WHEN PROHIBITION GETS TO SWITZERLAND 




















IN YE GOODE OLDE DAYES 


“BRYNGYNGE HOME YE CHRISTMAS BACON.” 
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an’ a’ had naethin’ © drrrink 
Uday Savin’ a Small darrr:] 
al o wuskey 
. Ar-r-re ye tight enough 
WA for a wee theological 
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An Impression of Edinburgh 
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Mac Greegor 
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Aye, Lis §rtsand gkir-r-lin’ v2 


but nae Jo gvid as las’ nicht 
at cJock Auchterlonies, Th’ wer-r-e 
thir-r-ty-sax_o us, all in one par-r-lor 
playin’ diffrent tyunes t’gether-r-r, 
Ithocht I were in Heaven 


Shovid Avld Acquaintance 
be forget ? 
























“Lady Windermere’s Fan” 


y AST week it was proclaimed, on this 


page, that “Lady Windermere’s 
Fan” was one of the best pictures of the 
year. There is little more to be said, 
unless I go in for some fancy critical 
embroidery. 

That’s the main trouble with criticism. 
Although a reviewer could summarize a 
book, a play or a movie in one phrase 
eae marvelous,” “It’s pretty good” 

“Tt’s punk”—he feels that he is cheat- 
ing his large and ardent public unless he 
treats them to a display of erudition. 
He dissects motives, analyzes technique 
and boils his results in a test tube, as if 
he were trying to isolate the cancer 
germ. 

Who cares? Probably no one except 
the critic himself, who is merely doing 
his best to fill his allotted space with 
the smallest damage to his 
literary reputation. Whether the prod- 
ucts of creative artistry which he is 
considering are good or terrible, he is 
out to establish himself 
thinker and a scintillant wit. 


possible 


as a profound 


ELL, it seems 

Windermere’s Fan” is a brilliant 
production—an amazingly skilful and 
intelligent adaptation of Wilde’s play— 
in which Ernst Lubitsch again demon- 
strates the cerebral superiority that has 
placed him in a class by himself among 
movie directors. 


that “Lady 


It gives Irene Rich a chance to shine 
as she has never shone before—a chance, 
be it said, which she capitalizes to the 
fullest extent. As the flashy but pitiful 
Mrs. Erlynne, she atones for the many 
sappy and justifiably neglected wives 
that she has been compelled to imper- 
sonate in past productions. On a par 
with Miss Rich’s fine performance is 
Ronald Colman’s, and there is good 
work by Mae McAvoy and Bert Lytell. 
Furthermore, there are amazingly few 
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and not one of 
Who but 
Lubitsch would have had sense enough 
to know that Oscar Wilde’s lines were 


film, 
epigrammatic. 


sub-titles in the 
them is 


meant to be spoken on the stage and 
not printed on the screen! 


“The Road to Yesterday” 


ROM Ernst Lubitsch to Cecil B. De 

Mille is a considerable journey, but 

it may be accomplished rapidly 
uses a toboggan. 

“The Road to Yesterday” is a repre- 
sentative example of the De Millian 
art at its loudest, funniest and most in- 
coherent. It piles thrill on thrill, grip- 
ping situation on gripping situation, 
pensive set on expensive set, 
sub-title—and it makes 
sense whatsoever. 

There group of 
frothy young folk who are oppressed 
by all sorts of vague psychological dis- 
turbances. All of them, 
climb aboard a train bound for San 
Francisco. There is a wreck, followed 
by fifeworks which suggest the deliver- 
ance of the Ten Commandments—and 
imagine our surprise to find that we are 
all back in England in the Sixteenth 
Century. What fun! 

“The Road to Yesterday” 
from ‘start to finish, and I 
to learn what it is all about. 


‘6 . . . ae 
The Vanishing American 
AM a ttrifle late in reviewing “The 
Vanishing American.” It ran in 
New York for some ten weeks before I 
managed to catch it. 


one 


ex- 
sub-title on 
absolutely no 





appears to be a 


for no reason, 


I saw 
through, 
have yet 


At this tardy hour, I beg to announce 
that “The Vanishing 
spired mixed emotions—of sadness, re- 
gret, pain and considerable awe. It is 
almost a great picture. 

With the story of the American In- 
dian as a basic theme, “The Vanishing 


American” in- 


American” could have been inexpress- 
impressive and heartrending. At 
times, early in the picture and at the 
finish, it is just that. In the middle it 
sags to the of a cheap movie 
melodrama. 


ibly 


level 


There are some fine sardonic touches, 
in which we are permitted to see the 
hollowness of such phrases as 
and justice for all” 
treatment of the 
commendable bursts of 
absurdly 


“liberty 
when applied to our 
Indians. But these 
bitterness are 
followed by vociferous flag- 
waving. 

There are great performances by 
Richard Dix and several Indians whose 
names I couldn't identify on the pro- 
gram. The backgrounds 
ful beyond words. 


are beauti- 
“The Van- 
has the elements of 
which is more than can 
be said for most epics of the screen. 


Another Bulletin 


| gee when it seemed that the Great 
American Movie was finally com- 
plete and ready for release, along comes 
H. C. Kurns, of Helena, Montana, with 
a suggested episode which cannot pos- 
sibly be omitted. It is as follows: 


For all its manifest faults, 
ishing American” 
high tragedy, 


“The hero will enter a big automobile 
race and keep ahead of the other cars 
for the better part of the time—nor will 
his rival try to crowd him off the road. 
Nevertheless, he begins falling behind 
and another car dashes across the line 
The will 
then run out to greet him with a fond 
embrace and when she faces the camera 
again she doesn’t have smears of dirt 
and grease artistically arranged on her 
beaming countenance.” 


R. E. Sherwood. 


to victory. lovely heroine 


(Recent Developments will be found on 
page 29.) 








Balaam’s Ass: 


Tour de Luxe 


““T’HE average flight through space 
of a man struck by an automobile,” 


says Statistical Steve, “is seven feet 
eight inches. Of course there are 


those who hound twenty feet from the 
fenders. On the other hand, a few 
courageless individuals drop limply in 
their tracks. The average propulsion 
therefore remains at seven feet eight 
inches. During the last six months of 
1925 204,612 individuals have 
been so propelled. The total space they 
traversed was slightly more than 297 
miles. 


some 


“This immediately suggests an in- 
expensive travel-tour. If, instead of 
hitting 204,612 individuals, the auto- 
mobiles would concentrate on helping 
ne man on his way, the fortunate 
traveler could tour much of the world 
at small cost to himself.” 

H. R. M. 


ONES: I suppose your boy is big 
enough to wear your discarded 
clothes now? 
Brown : 
I wear his. 


Oh, yes, he’s big enough. 


AIRY STORY—Once upon a time 

there man who selected a 
chocolate-covered lemon cream’ with 
walnut center from a box of assorted 
chocolates. The piece he got was a 
chocolate-covered lemon cream with 
walnut center. 


was a 




















WAITING TO CELEBRATE THE NEW YEAR 





COME NOW, LET’S DISCUSS THE SITUATION LIKE TWO RATIONAL BEINGS. 


Putting It Over 

HE UNITED COMMITTEE for 

—well, anyway, one of the numerous 
little groups of serious Prohibitionists 
—has addressed a letter to the Pope 
demanding that he use his good offices 
to make every member of the Catholic 
Church in America a loyal supporter 
of the Volstead law. 
order, considering that there are some- 
thing like 19,000,000 Catholics here. 
However, the brethren of the United 
Committee undismayed. They 
mean business. Failing in their efforts 
with the Pope, they will doubtless take 
the matter up directly with God. 


The ‘‘Old Man’’ Again 


A rather large 


are 


T seems there were two college 
students, Percy and Harold, who 
met on the dear old campus before 


“Prom” Week, which naturally was the 
chief topic of conversation. 

“Going to have a girl on for the big 
week, Perce?” asked Harold. 

“Can’t be done, Hal,” replied Percy. 
“T’m too terribly broke.” 

“Broke?” retorted Harold. 
S.0.S. your old man.” 


“Aw, 
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“HOW'S YOUR NEW DEPARTMENT MANAGER?” 
“NoT BAD—IF SHE WAS A MAN, I THINK I'D ACTUALLY LIKE HER.” 


Draw Poker 

“IT PASS,” said Time. 

“Buy me,” sighed the new hat. 

“T’ll open it for five dollars,” offered 
the locksmith. 

“Check,” said the baggage man. 

“T raise 
cake. 


you,” chuckled the yeast 
“T call,” said the trainman. 
“Two pair?” This 
clerk. 
“Straight,” said the string. 
“Flush,” the rouge offered. 


from the shoe 


“Full house,” smiled the room clerk. 


“Four trays here!” bawled the 
counter man. 
“Royal,” boasted the baking powder, 
“My next deal—” 


nate. 


began the mag- 


George P. O'Keefe. 


Couldn’t Pass That Up 


“TY\ROP in and spend the evening 
some time, old man. We've got a 
wonderful radio. 
“That's fine. 
at our house.” 
“Then what do you say my wife and I 
come to see you?” 


We do not have a set 


“years 


Heirloom 


F the world retains its reverence for 

relics of a bygone age, it is not un- 
reasonable to assume that in a hundred 
from now the society reporters 
will be telling us that “the bride wore 
the flask her great-grandmother was 
married in.” 


NUBBVILLE SPARK 
HUCKLE REPORTS THAT THE 
ONLY REASON BEAUTY SECRETS NEVER 
HELP HIS WIFE IS_ BECAUSE SHE'S 
HOMELY TO START WITH. 


SHERIDAN 


My Quaint Quartette 


ETHODICAL MAURICE 
ledgers and books; 
With science his brain is obsessed: 
His clothes are all hung upon classified 
hooks 
And are kept hygienically pressed. 
He tells alphabetical, tabular jokes 
And statistical songs he will sing; 
And he lives all the while in a vertical 
file 
With his father, the Card Index King 


loves 


Turbulent Thomas is always aflame 
With a passion he can’t 
quench. 
He frequently talks about “playing the 
game,” 
And refers to a girl as a “wench.” 
The great open spaces he loves to de- 
scribe ; 
In the city he “stifles for air.” 
From the way he is dressed I should 
never have guessed 
He was born and brought up near 
Times Square. 


seem to 


Diffident Donald is dreadfully dumb 
He hardly seems able to speak; 
If you ask something Monday the 
answer will come 
Along towards the end of the week 
With a quill on the back of a twopenny 
stamp 
You could write everything that he 
knows. 
He is backward and shy—I’ve at last 
found out why— 
He thinks it’s the girls who propose. 


Thespian Theo is thirsty and thin; 
His spine has a beautiful curve; 
His voice has the tones of a cheap vio- 
lin 
When he makes what he always calls 
“lurve.” 
Shakespearian speeches he loves to de- 
claim, 
While his arms move with semaphore 
jerks; 
It seems terribly sad that they’re all 
movie-mad 
In the drug-store where 
works. 


Theodore 
Geoffrey Kerr. 


IFE: 
dinner ? 
Hus (fed up): 
pany. 


What would you like for 


Anything but com- 











The Crayon Portrait 

















Life’s 





DOG CALENDAR 


Dear Reader: 


This is just to tell you that my calendar for 1926 is almost 
sold out. If you want any copies, you'd better rush your 
order in NOW. 


Personally, I think this 1926 Dog Calendar is better than 
ever. R.L. Dickey, Warren Davis, Will Rannells and Cory 
Kilvert—friends of mine—have turned out some bully paint- 
ings of me and my kind. There are six of them, and they're 
printed in elegant colors, too. 


Well, so long, and here's wishing you a Happy New Year. 
And don't forget to send that order in NOW if you want 
me for a mascot in 1926. 


LIFE’S Dog Calendar 
for 1926 will be sent 
on receipt of $1.00. 
Address your order to 
LIFE, 598 Madison 
Avenue, New York. 





Your faithful friend, 


Towser. 

















The author—off for 
the races 


“Pluck and Luck” 
(published by Henry 
Holt) will be sent pre- 
paid to any reader 
of LIFE, 598 Madi- 
son Avenue, New 
York, on receipt of 
$2.00 


PLUCK AND LUCK 


By Ropert BENCHLEY 





Illustrated by Guuyas WILLIAMS 


HE third volume of the complete works of Robert Benchley 

is now on the market. It is called “Pluck and Luck,” and it’s 
a worthy companion to “Of All Things” and “Love Conquers 
All.” In “Pluck and Luck” you will find much of Benchley’s 
most memorable work, including *““The Romance of Digestion,” 
““Goethe’s Love Life,’ “Justice for Mussels,” and ‘‘Editha’s 
Christmas Burglar.’ The text is ably and sympathetically il- 
lustrated by Gluyas Williams. 


Every reader of LIFE should, and probably will, own a copy of 
this book. 




































(¥THE SILENT DRAMA 


Recent Developments 








(The regular Silent Drama department 
will be found on page 24) 


Stage Struck. Gloria Swanson in- 
dulges in some wild slapstick, and fairly 
funny at that. 

The Big Parade. 
about a great war. 

Clothes Make the Pirate. Leon 
Errol makes his début as a film star in 
a comedy which is richer in beauty 
than in humor. 

The New Commandment. Ham 
sentiment, ham heart throbs, ham pas- 
sion—all in the accepted movie manner. 

The Beautiful City. Good and bad 
melodrama, with Richard Barthelmess. 

The Eagle. Rudolph Valentino is 
dashing and more than usually at- 
tractive in an involved romance of old 
Russia. 

Stella Dallas. The ultimate tear- 
squeezer, intelligently directed by 
Henry King and superbly played by 
Belle Bennett and Lois Moran. 

The Phantom of the Opera. Lon 
Chaney and a great deal of scenery. 

Seven Keys to Baldpate. A weak 
solution of George Cohan’s great com- 
edy, in which Douglas MacLean does 
his best. 

Classified. The beautiful 
Griffith and some obvious gags. 

Little Annie Rooney. Mary Pick- 
ford in an Our Gang comedy. 

The King on Main Street. Fly 
farce, with Adolphe Menjou at the top 
of his form. 

Lights of Old Broadway. Marion 
Davies in a dull and inarticulate drama 
of old New York. 


A great picture 


Corinne 


Go West. A sad-eyed cow and 
Buster Keaton. 
The Merry Widow. Erich von 


Stroheim’s gayest and most entertain- 
ing production. 
Don Q. Douglas Fairbanks. 
so Ss 


Cynic’s Calendar for 1926 


January—Christmas bills due. 

February—Landlord saves two days’ 
coal. Rotogravure pictures of Society 
at Palm Beach reach climax. 

March—Congress. 

April—Outbursts of poems about 
“fickle maid of spring,” etc. Easter 
holidays ; children in apartment upstairs 
home for ten days. 

May—First warm days. Coal strike 
settled. 

June—Wedding presents. 

July—Detours, hitch-hikers and auto- 
campers; blossoming of pennants of 
Hicksvillé, Siwash, etc. 

August—Inaugurating greater movie 
season. Beauty contests. 

September—First 
strike begins. 

October—Campaign speeches. World 
Series. Notables return from Europe. 

November—All - American football 
teams. Election of public officials. 

December—CHRISTMAS! 


cool days. Coal 


B. B. 















My Husband Says 


TuatT he can imagine no more quiet 
or innocent diversion for me than the 
study of a seventy-five-year-old copy 
of Godey’s Lady's Book. 

I think it is peerlessly fascinating to 
read of females who greeted visitors 
with graceful politeness and 
humility. 

It also says they did beautiful crewel 
work at that time. My husband says 
they have altered considerably in man- 
ners, but any man will testify they 
haven't changed tactics in their fancy 
work. I love to visualize them with soft 
faces illuminated with grateful, affec- 
tionate reverence for their husbands, 
and framed in puffs of silk, frills of 
lace and flowing ribbons. Mrs. Smith 
says they must have looked like guest- 
room pin cushions. 

My husband says the ladies of to-day 


lowly 


prefer a framework of expensive fur, 
and men must work and animals weep 
to satisfy their longing. 

He says the lure of red lights that 
once shone on a plate of pretzels and 
a whisky straight never tempted the 
derelict as lovely woman is tempted by 
the mellow lights that shine on those 
beautiful dead things draped over the 
gilded chairs in shop windows at this 
time of year. 

But Mrs. Harde says gray squirrels 
and ermine would absolutely destroy 
our forests and menace civilization if, 
for purely economic reasons, women 
didn’t wear them. 

a 2S. 





Tourist (to Florida dog breeder) : 
What is the price of that dog? 
BREEDER: Two hundred a front foot. 











A Grievance 


An extremely indignant convict 
stormed into the deputy warden’s office 
and demanded to be transferred to an- 
other cell. 





Gosh, What a Memory! 


“Yes, sir,” said the oldest resident, “I 
can remember back in the good old days 
when men used to eat lunch and play 
golf for the pleasure of eating and play- 
ing, rather than the cultivation of ‘con- 
tacts’."—Akron Beacon Jowrnat. 


Courtroom Colloquy 
“I suppose justice triumphs here from 
day to day?” 
“On one side or another,” 
clerk of the law court. 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


said the 


wh vie 


“you STAY AND 
Urgent 


“I wouldn’t wire home for 
Why don’t you write?” 


“You can't send a letter collect.” 


money. 





—New Orleans Times-Picayune. 


BEWARE OF MUSHROOMS 


WHILE I GO AND SHOW A PROOF TO 
THE DRUGGIST.” 
—Le Rire (Paris). 


“What’s the matter with the cell you 
have, Omaha?” inquired the deputy. 

“It ain’t de cell,” replied the prisoner : 
“it’s dat eggplant I lock with.” 

“What has he done to you?” 

“Pulled de leaf off'n de calendar, an’ 
it wuz my turn!” 

—Home Friend Magazine. 


Conversational 
Katherine is four and has absorbed as 
many grown-up words as one small head 
can gather. She went motoring recently 
with Billy. Billy’s mother was driving. 
Feeling the urge to make conversation, 
Katherine asked (in the same 
her mother might have used) : 
“Billy, are you married?” 
“No,” the little boy replied; “but I 
knew a man once who died.” 


LOOK AFTER IT manner 








As 
America’s 


Up-To-DATE contradiction 
“Silent Night” on the radio. 


—Spokane Spokesman-Review. 


in terms— 


Tiredest 





we understand 


B 


—New 


—Kansas City Star. 


it, 
usiness 


Mr. Grange is 
Man 
York World. 


“Dip you ever visit the museum ?” 
“No. It never happened to rain as I 
passed it.’—T7oronto Telegram. 
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MARKET NOTE 


A DROP IN FOODSTUFFS IS IMMINENT. 




















Rhymed Reviews 


Glorious Apollo 
By E. Barrington Dodd, Mead & Co. 


Ox, why should pen and why should 
press 
To morbid fancy play the pander 
By dishing out a scurvy mess 
Of ancient scandal, slush and slander ! 


The man is dead; his steel is rust; 
No Aésculapius or Chiron 

Will raise our poet up from dust 
To speak, as Byron could, for Byron. 


But all the slurs that in his day 
Rejoiced the self-elected pious 
Are marshalled here in dark array 
With bitter, unrelenting bias. 


’Tis true, he erred; his youth was rife 
With sins that never lacked reveal- 
ing ; 
Yet was there naught in all his life 
To earn one word of generous feel- 
ing? 


Byron! well-loved of men, such men 
As Shelley, Moore and brave Sir 
Walter. 
Byron! whose ardor roused again 
The waning glow on Freedom's altar. 


Where Wordsworth paltered craving 
peace, 
He warred for right who loathed all 
fetters ; 
He strove for Erin, died for Greece 
And left all patriots his debtors. 


Our own young land he loved and 
praised ; 
He stood as Italy’s defender. 
Across our sky a comet blazed, 
And shall we seek to dim its splendor ? 


Beyond all human help or hurt, 
His heart and soul are past divining ; 
But they that choose to gloat on dirt 
Will never see Apollo shining. 


Arthur Guiterman. 


Among the New Books 


Gentlemen Prefer Blondes. By 
Anita Loos (Boni & Liveright). An 
hilarious document about a lady who 
worked on the principle that “kissing 
your hand may make you feel very very 
good, but a diamond and safire bracelet 
lasts forever.” 

Pluck and Luck. By Robert Bench- 
ley (Henry Holt). Side-line papers by 
our favorite dramatic critic which go a 
long way in mitigating the asperities of 
existence. 

Friends of Mr. Sweeney. By Elmer 
Davis (McBride). “Certain adventures 
which befell a man among women,” says 
the jacket. 

New York, and Other Poems. By 
Mary Dixon Thayer (Dorrance). One 
of our better minor poets exhibits her 
latest reactions. 


Verdi. By Franz Werfel (Simon & 
Schuster). A novel of the opera, deal- 
ing with a single year late in the com- 
poser’s life. To be reviewed later. 
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SErVvice 


At the Vinoy Park Hotel you will receive the kind of 
se 


rvice you always hope for but so seldom find—smiling 


service that anticipates your every need. 


This magnificent 


hotel on beautiful Tampa Bay accommodates five hundred 


guests with absolute comfort and convenience. 
outdoor sports and recreations. 


All kinds of 
Varied entertainment. Paul 


Whiteman’s Vinoy Park Hotel Orchestra. 


A Frank H. Abbott & Son hotel, under direction of 
Karl P. Abbott. For reservations or booklet, address Vinoy 
Park Hotel, care Town & County, 383 Madison Ave., New 


York City, Room 302. 


~VINOY PARK HOTEL 


Poa 


a 


ST. PETERSBURG 
LORIDA 














The Man Mencken, By Isaac Gold- 
berg (Simon & Schuster). An interest- 
ing close-up of America’s most signifi- 
cant commentator. 

Thunder on the Left. By Chris- 
topher Morley (Doubleday, Page). A 
well-written novel of the “now you 
see it, and now you don’t” school which 
inquires into whether or not maturity is 
worth while. 

Why We Behave Like Human 
Beings. By George A. Dorsey (Har- 
per). Fascinating scientific research 
mto how we get this way. 

The Case of Bituminous Coal. By 
Walton H. Hamilton and Helen R. 
Wright (Macmillan). Probably the only 
economic treatise ever written having a 
quotation from Gilbert at the beginning 
of every chapter. 

The Land of Poco Tiempo. By 
Charles F. Lummis (Scribner). An il- 
lustrated reprint of the author’s wander- 
ings in old New Mexico thirty-odd 
years ago. 

Temple Bells and Silver Sails. By 
Elizabeth C. Enders (Appleton). If 
you like to read about China, here’s 
something new on the subject. 

Shelter. By Charles Fielding Marsh 
(Appleton). A novel about a woman 
with a secret. 


Rebel Saints. By Mary Agnes Best 
(Harcourt, Brace). Stories of the 
early Quaker martyrs. 

Mainsprings of Men. By Whiting 
Williams (Scribner). This should come 
in handy for anybody with a mob to 
manage. 

Tom Masson’s Annual. 
Thomas L. Masson 


Edited by 
(Doubleday, 


Page). A compendium of the national 
humor’s high lights during the past yea 

The Private Life of Helen of 
Troy. By John Erskine (Bobbs-M er- 
rill). A delightful “low-down” on some 
legendary characters which you should 
not miss. 

Cousin Jane. By Harry Leon Wil 
son (Cosmopolitan). One of our top 
notch writers introduces a gallant 
lady. 

B 





[AVE you seen the CHR a 
MAS NUMBER OF LIFE? if 
not, run—do not walk—to the near 


est news-stand and buy it. 











> J * 
Clark’s Famous Cruises 
by Cunard Line, new oll-burners 
Around the World Cruise 
from N.Y. Jan. 20 and Los Angeles, Feb. 5 
128 days, $1250 to $3,000. 

Jan. 30, Mediterranean Cruise 
62 days, $600 to $1700. 
June 30, 1926, Norway 
and Western Mediterranean; 
53 days, $550 to $1250. 

Rates include hotels, drives, guides, fees. 
Longest experienced cruise management. 
Established 30 years 
F.C. CLARK, Times Bidg., New York 
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The nausea of Sea, Train and Car 
Sickness promptly relieved. Expe- 
rienced travelers all testify to its 
positive action. 25 years in use. 
75c. & $1.50 at Drug Stores 
or direct on receipt of Price 


The Mothersill Remedy Co., New York 
aHERSY, 


ae 


SEASICK 
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Odds and Ends 


Grandma has always made it a rule 
never to throw anything away and she 
has one big box filled with small articles 
of hardware. The box contains hinges, 
links, bolts, broken locks and the like 
that she has saved through the long 
years. No matter how worthless a thing 
appeared to be, Grandma would put it 
in the box, her idea being that it might 
come in handy some day, and when 
Grandpa needed any article of hardware 
of any description Grandma told him to 
look through the things she had saved. 
Over a period of nearly fifty years 
Grandpa searched in the box almost every 
week and then went to town and bought 
the thing he needed. To the day of his 
death he didn’t find one article in the box 

hat he could use. 

-Claude Callan, in Milwaukee Journal. 


A PATHOLOGIST is a doctor who invents 
diseases for other doctors to cure. 
—Boston Transcript. 


























! LAW OF COMPENSATION. 
—Buen Humor (Madrid). 
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\ The ORIGINAL 
Malted Milk 


For INFANTS, 
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» Milk 
ana Diet 

Children, Invalids, 


Nursing Mothers, etc. 
Avoid Imitations 





BOW LEGS? 
Makes Trousers Hang Straight 


If Legs Rend In or Out 
Self Adjustable 


ie aa Bet 
Free Booklet—Plain led Envelo 
THE T. GARTER 
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Easy Payments 
Though I am not a man of means 
As fiscal worth to-day is reckoned, 
Though money lingers in my jeans 
Less than a subdivided second, 
Still, there is naught I need forego 
From big fur coats to motor cars, 
Of all the things the merchants show 
In their luxurious bazaars. 


The salesmen tell me I must buy, 

And, though my poverty be plead, it 
But makes them louder in their cry 

That they are glad to give me credit. 
They bid me put away my fears 

And deck myself in princely raiment, 
For they will gladly wait ten years 

For me to consummate my payment. 


I can have diamonds, stocks and bonds, 
Large, handsome houses may be mine, 
If I will do what corresponds 
To signing on the dotted line; 
A dollar down will make me heir 
To grand pianos, radio sets, 
In fact, to anything I care 
To list among my private debts. 


The salesmen haunt me day and night, 
And sing their sweet, seductive ditty ; 
To overlook a chance so bright 
Would be, they say, a dreadful pity. 
Extravagance is always wrong, 
Thrift is the proper maid to woo— 
Why should IT heed the salesmen’s song? 
The devil of it is, I do! 
—S.K.,in Spokane Spokesman-Review. 


Teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters on half Grape Fruit; 


a delightful breakfast tonic. Sample bitters by mail, 25 
cts. in stamps. C. W. 


Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 

















One Up 


The new and boring Scots minister had 
just paid a long call upon an invalid 
parishioner. At last he rose. 

“Well, John,” he remarked sententious- 
ly, “I must be getting on my way. ‘The 
daily round,’ you know!” 

A gleam of interest flickered in the 
sick man’s eye. “I’m glad you’re a gowf- 
er,” he whispered. “That’s something 
in your favor, anyway !” 

—Sporting and Dramatic News. 


The Ingrate 

Parson: I hear Dave has cleared out 
and gone to the city. 

Dap: Yeh! I’ve taught ’im ‘ow ter 
milk forty cows a day and this is all 
th’ thanks I get. 

—Smith’s Weekly (Sydney). 


“I Lost my wife in the sea.” 
“My poor friend! Was she taken 
away by a wave?” 
“No—by a life guard.” 
—Le Rire (Paris). 


“Tue play ended, happily,” recently 
wrote a local critic. What a difference 
a comma can make! 

—New York Morning Telegraph. 
BUSH TERMINAL PRINTING CORPORATION, BROOKLYN, NEW YORK 








Island of Enchantment 


NEW S. . COAMO IN | SERVICE 
ANUARY 7th 


IG, Pb cor steamers your hotel 
for this wonderful cruise. Option 
of staying at beautiful Condado- 

Vanderbilt Hotel while in San Juan. 
Wide range of accommodations. Pictur- 
esque motor sight-seeing trips included in 
rate. Sailings every Thursday. 


Cruise Department 


PORTO RICO LINE 


25 Broadway, New York City 








Materia Medica 


“Johnnie,” said his mother, “hurry 

down and get some salad dressing. ¥ 
“At the grocery store?” he inquired. 

“Goodness, no! Go to the drug store; 
it always has it and I never know 
whether the grocery will or not. And 
while you are there get me a hair net, 
an electric-light bulb, and a couple of 
towels like those they have in the win- 
dow.”’—Cincinnati Enquirer. 





A WELL-KNOWN actor, we read, has not 
eaten breakfast for years. Our bills al- 
ways come by the first post, too. 

—Humorist (London). 
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CONNOISSEUR 


“NOT BAD, THIS REMBRANDT... A 
PITY IT’S SO OLD.” 
—Le Ruy Blas (Paris). 
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HAVE YOU MICE AT YOUR HOUSE? 


EOPLE find out about things, 
anyway. So why should there 
be advertising? 


I am just asking. 


Didn't Will Rogers or Emerson say 
that if you build a good mousetrap 
in the middle of a forest, folks will 
chop down trees to buy it? 


The trouble is, they will EVEN- 
TUALLY. 


But who wants to spend a coupla 
weeks cutting through a forest and 
then spend $2.50 for a home-made 
mousetrap that will catch a few 
batches of mice and then, likely as 
not. give way in some vital gadget? 
And no service station to take it to. 


If youhave mice, you want a mouse- 


trap QUICK —a good one — for 
about fifteen cents—guaranteed. 


So, here's what advertising does. It 
tears down trees and brings mouse- 
trap genius out of the woods. It 
brings good mousetraps to Mr. Hug- 
gins hardware store around the cor- 
ner—for fifteen cents—with a guar- 
antee. It takes millions of buyers 
to make good fifteen-cent mouse- 
traps possible; advertising gathers 
them up and gets you and them and 
the mousetrap guy together QUICK. 


Advertising merely does NOW what 
would happen eventually, anyway. 
It makes possible TODAY that 
which could not come to pass in 
fifty years if the good news about 
a good mousetrap were spread only 
by word of mouse. 




















THE NATIONAL ADVERTISER BETS HIS 
ADVERTISING MONEY THAT HIS PRODUCT IS RIGHT 






































RCE-ARROW 


Dual-Valve SIX , 


Open Cars $5250, Closed Cars $7000, at Buffalo 
Government Tax Additional La 














